CONRAD'S  LAST BOOK

The worst of it is that we can see any number, and
yet cannot but feel that, given Conrad's temper,
view of life, and characteristic method, one of the
five or six in his mind was predestined and
inevitable, and we cannot help searching and
brooding in the vain hope of deciding what
precisely that would have been.

Here we have the stage set, and certain char-
acters brought in. There is a woman as myster-
iously adorable as any of the lovely, wise, and
sorrowful figures who sit upon the shores of his
romance. There is a hero, perhaps more attrac-
tive than any that he ever conceived. There is
Genoa, alive with intrigues, legitimist, Napoleonic,
Carbonarist. There is Elba, just over the horizon,
with its prisoner just preparing for the hundred
days. There is France, about to welcome the
returning Emperor: there is Italy dreaming of
liberation and unity; there is Europe in the
background, uneasy in " suspense/' conscious of
instability, awaiting an Event.

It is all preparation ; the threads have not
begun to join; the grand outcome has not yet
begun to appear. To what was Conrad leading ?
That the book must in larger measure have
remained a love story is certain: Conrad had
brought Cosmo Latham and Adele de Montevesso
together with that air of fatality and finality that
he knew so well how to communicate, and the
development of that relation, whether tragic in its
upshot or not, must have been followed to the end.
Adele must have remained in her Palazzo, or
some similar seclusion, until parting, or death
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